BACKWASH OF A DREAM
this dark Eastern melancholy. At this very moment"— we were
opening the gate and walking up the garden path—"at this very
moment Sylvia and Lionel are preparing to rush forward with
their arms foil of bottles/'
But we had to ring. This was not characteristic of a Maidand
welcome. And what was still more strange, presently we had to
ring again. And again. The bell began to sound, not as though
nobody inside had heard it, which is one distinct way that bells
do sound, but as though it were heard and would not be answered,
which is another way.
"Are you sure you said this Thursday s"
"They can't all be out../'
"We're a bit earlier than I said, but even then Sylvia was so
terribly excited when she heard we could come—"
"Try knocking."
"I want a drink."
Inevitably one of us, Jennie or myself, began to say: "I wonder
if there's something wrong?" We were chilly and baffled, arid
badly wanted to hear our friends exclaim that they were glad to
see us. Oh, and Orlando wanted a drink. It was all so different
from the impulsive surge to the front door at the 'first sign of
a car: " There they are! "—And everyone talking together. You
never know how you count on this sort of a warm welcome until
you are left standing blankly on the wrong side of a front door.
Footsteps within; not hurrying, no; more as though playing
for time; deliberately slow. Fumbling at the lock, Lionel opened
the door. He did not look exactly surprised to see us, but
certainly he did not look pleased; he looked - . . cautious. And
he asked us to come in, and that was strange too; surely it might
have been taken for granted ? And once we were in the hall, he
asked us to come into the sitting-room; and he asked us to sit
down, and remarked that Sylvia was coming presently but that
she wasn't quite ready yet. And then he spoke the line that drew
a low moan from Orlando—"Tea will soon be ready," he saicL
If Lionel h?rt not been so altogether unlike himself, I would have
retorted: "Tea nothing; Orlando's been making the car hideous
with his wailings for a drink during the last three-Kjuartersr-of-aii-
hour"—Our usual happy terms of intimacy with the Maidands
would have made this the most natural remark. But I, like the
other two, was getting rapidly sucked into this unfamiliar atmo-
sphere of a dream; a dream where I had only imagined that
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